along country roads in bright peasant costume or along city
streets in drab town clothes, all bent on some allotted task.

And Prague is a fine town for a holiday. I don't think I
should care to live there, but I am always glad to go there.
The Old Town, with its winding alleys and bawdy statuary, is a
fascinating place, where you can wander for hours.

I particularly like that relief of the saint who emasculated
himself in order to remove the temptations of the flesh and
threw that which he no longer needed to a dog. There is the
saint, primly self-righteous, like a boy scout who has done his
day's good deed, and the dog near by looking faintly surprised,
with the unexpected morsel in its mouth. I also like the little
costume-piece of a good citizen of Prague engaged in amorous
dalliance with a citizeness who is no better than she ought to be.

Go there in winter, perhaps. The Wenceslas Square, as the
dusk falls, is limned in neon shades of mauve and pink and
green. The Moldau is frozen over and, with crowds of dark
figures skating about, looks like a painting by Breughel. Above
and beyond is the Hradschin, with the tall cathedral topping
it, that has taken six centuries to build, and is not finished yet.
You may see a row of lighted windows. Benes, Masaryk's
picture on the desk before him, is working in the castle of the
Kings of Bohemia.

3*5